222                                SHEPPEY

SHEPPEY: Why not?

BESSIE: Well, from a friend. I mean, it's not like as if it
was from a gentleman. 111 pay it back as soon as ever I
can. I promise you, I always have paid my way and
except the tent I've never owed sixpence to nobody.

SHEPPEY: D'you know what I recommend? A nice bit of
steak with a baked potato.

BESSIE: I'll have that, Mr. Miller, and thank you for the

idea.
SHEPPEY: 111 come out with you. I expect my old woman's

terribly excited. Crying and laughing, they said she was.

Good old Ada.   [He gets up.   He puts his hand to his

forehead.} Oh, my 'ead.  I do feel funny.

BESSIE: Aren't you well, Mr. Miller?  Sit down, do.
SHEPPEY: All muzzy.

[Hi? sinks down on the chair and immediately falls over
on the ground.

BESSIE: My God! [She sinks down on her knees beside Km and
shakes him.} Mr. Miller. Mr. Miller. Sheppey. Pull
yourself together. Don't be silly. Oh, my God, I
believe he's fainted. Sheppey. Come on now. Wake
up. Oh dear! Oh dear!

SHEPPEY: [Coming to.] I'm choking.

BESSIE: Half a mo'. Ill loosen your collar.  My word, it is

tight. The things men wear.
SHEPPEY: Where am I?
BESSIE: My God, you did give me a turn.  I thought you

was dead and I'd be had up for murder.  How are you

feeling?

SHEPPEY: Like a bit of fish that's gone wonky.
BESSIE: Well, lie still a minute.

SHEPPEY: I must have fainted. Thing I never done in my
life before.